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The long-proved athletes of debate

Trained from their youth, as none thinks needful

now?

Is this debating club where boys dispute,
. And wrangle o'er their stolen fruit,
The Senate, erewhile cloister of the few.
Where Clay once flashed and Webster's cloudy

brow
Brooded those bolts of thought that all the horizon

knew?

3.

Oh, as this pensive moonlight blurs my pines,

Here while I sit and meditate these lines,

To gray-green dreams of what they are by day,

So would some light, not reason's sharp-edged ray,

Trance me in moonshine as before the flight

Of years had won me this unwelcome right

To see things as they are, or shall be soon,

In the frank prose of undissembling noon!

4.

Back to my breast, ungrateful sigh 1

Whoever fails, whoever errs,

The penalty be ours, not hers!

The present still seems vulgar, seen too nigh;

The golden age is still the age that's past:

I ask no drowsy opiate

To dull my vision of that only state

Founded on faith in man, and therefore sure to

last.
For, O my country, touched by thee,